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One 


Author's Notes: 
| listened to an old interview with Axl where he says something like his dad was kind of like his best friend, just 


thought it was strange based on later revelations. 


We were crashing at a stripper's pad, but the stripper was still out. | glanced at the clock, it was just about 
midnight. Stripper's shifts went later than that. | had a bottle of that cheap wine, night train, and | offered a 
swig of it to Axl. 


Axl. He was lying across the bed, his hair kind of fanned out behind him, and sometimes | couldn't believe the 
color of it. That red, man, it was cool. But he sat up and took the bottle and drank, then he set it down on the 
table beside the bed. 


| love this song, its so dorky," | said, turning up the radio because it was playing "Mandy". Barry Manilow, man. 
Axl reached for the bottle of wine again 


"Do you like this song?" | said, peering at his pale face, the dusting of freckles across the bridge of his nose. 


"Yeah, | guess. Except my dad hit me for singing it when | was a kid," 


"What?" | looked at him more closely, that angry face, his blazing eyes. He got hit for singing a Barry Manilow 


song? That didn't even make sense to me. 

"| got hit for all kinds of things, watching commercials with girls in bikinis, singing songs, for nothing at all," he 
said, his eyes distant and sad. | went over to the bed and moved close to him, feeling the smoothness of his 
skin against me. Axl was so pretty, and I'd never thought that about another guy. | kind of wanted to kiss him, 
and | kind of wanted to find out about his fucked up childhood. Hit for singing a song? 


"Why?" | said, looking up at him from my almost prone position | could see the different shades of red in his 


hair. 

"Why? | don't know, my dad, he thought everything was evil, girls, the T.V, songs on the radio, it was all this 
commercial evilness that was in the culture, and he didn't want us to be influenced by it, so he'd throw the 
TVs out and he'd hit us for watching it and listening to it..to teach us a lesson," he said. 


"Well, you must not have learned much since you sing in an evil rock n roll band," | said, smiling up at him. 


He shifted his weight and glanced at me and then away. Axl never held eye contact for very long. | put my 
hand on his knee, feeling the bone beneath my hand. 


"Yeah, well, we're cool now. My dad and me, we get along better, it's like we're best friends...” 

| sat up and looked at him. He wasn't being flip or sarcastic. He was serious. Best friends? What? 

"Let me get this straight. This guy, your dad, he hit you all the time over nothing, over songs and TV. 
commercials because that shit was evil, and now you're singing music that's a lot more extreme than any 


Barry Manilow song, but he's perfectly okay with it?" 


"Yeah, | mean, I'm not a kid anymore, I'm 23, and we have a more adult relationship than we did when he beat 


me- 


"He beat you? Like, not just a slap here or there? Are you talking about belts and boards and shit? | mean, | 


know you're from the Midwest where things are a little backwards," 


He glanced at me again, and | couldn't believe how fucking beautiful he was, that clear porcelain skin, that 


straight red hair falling across his eyes. His eyelashes were this red/gold color. He was almost unreal looking. 
"Yeah, he beat me all the time, sometimes with a belt but not..never with a board..." 


"Jesus, Axl! Getting beaten with a belt is like child abuse and now you're best friends with him? What are you 


talking about?" 


He took another swig of wine and so did |, it would be gone soon. | moved back closer to him, and my hand on 


his knee slid slowly up his thigh. 


"Yeah, well, that was when | was a kid and | thought it was normal, it wasn't abuse, it was discipline, it was 


what parents did. thought it happened to everybody," he said, his voice thick and catching. 


"But it didn't. It wasn't normal, and that's fine, | mean, you can't help what happened to you as a kid, but why 
did you say you're like best friends with him? With this guy that beat you with belts and shit? Don't you see 
how that's kind of fucked up?" 


"You don't understand, Slash," he said, watching my hand inch up his thigh, and he shifted his weight. 


"Maybe not," | said, unable to articulate what was bugging me about the whole thing. Where was the anger for 
this guy? Why was he saying he was like best friends with someone who had beaten him for no reason? Who 
even says they're best friends with their parents? It was weird, something was just kind of off about it. 


He was wearing those tight leather pants and a T-shirt, and | moved my hand up and up until it touched the 
edge of the T-shirt, and | pushed him down gently, wanting to kiss him so bad just because. Luckily for me 
nothing was evil in my childhood and | had the run of LA. 


| couldn't puzzle out and untangle Axl's complicated childhood tonight, not with all this wine sloshing around 
inside of me, making my head buzz. I'd leave that for another time, and | grazed his lips with mine, waiting to 


see if he'd yell and push me off of him. 


He didn't. He just closed his eyes, the red/gold eyelashes resting against his pale cheeks, and | kissed him again, 
feeling my jeans slide against his tight black leather pants. 


